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beaten cottages, inhabited by sailors, clinging to the
steep sides of the hills that dip rapidly to the harbour,
a mere cleft in the rocks, in shape like an S.
The entrance is between huge precipices of black
rock, one of them scooped out into a well; it is the
resort of countless gulls, which breed along the ledges.
The harbour is masked by an islet of rock covered by
a meagre crop of sea-grass and thrift.
Mr. Claud Hawker, the brother of the subject of
this memoir, resided till his death at Penally in
Boscastle.
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mr. hawker in politics, as far as he had any,
was a Liberal; and in 1857 he voted for Mr. Robartes,
afterwards Lord Robartes.
march 26, 1857. My Dear Sir,—Your mangold is re-
markably fine. I must, of course, visit Stratton, to vote
for Robartes; and I do wish I could be told how far a few
votes would throw out Kendall by helping Carew, then I
would give the latter one. If I can contrive to call at
Flexbury, I will; but Mrs. Hawker is so worried by bad
eyes that she will not risk the roads. Last time we were
annoyed by some rascals, who came after the carriage,
shouting, * Kendall and protection!' It will be a dark
infamy for Cornwall if Nick, the traitor to every party,
should get in. Tom S	 has been out to-day, blus-
tering for Nick, but, when asked what party he belonged

